fully conscious of the aid that sound can gfve their work, remember-
ing always that the audience, like a Greek chorus, is omnipresent,
It is beside the railroad track when the smash happens and in the
bar-room when the shots are fired. Some script writers, however,
expect a little too much and have been known to request "the
sound of falling snow" and "the sound of a horse idling".
Like an Olympian bartender, the chief sound-master sits at a huge,
L-shaped table, mixing his astonishing sound cocktails. His table is
fitted with ever-revolving gramophone discs, amplifiers of all sorts,
and an array of inexplicable gadgets. Before him on a stand is his
score, his role heavily outlined in pencil; on his head is a microphone.
Silently he runs from one end of the table to tap a water-filled brandy
bottle with a champagne glass. The script calls for a murder, so he
fires the revolvers he holds in either hand, and throws a sandbag to
the floor, following it with a double jump. He runs to a door framed
on a stanchion, kicks it with his heel, rattles the knob, and swings
back to the table to let off three blank cartridges. He clicks his nails
close to the microphone to represent the sound of handcuffs being
snapped on.
The play's hero, speaking into the microphone, has a rich, fruit-
cake voice, but he is small and weedy, unsuited to the part for stage,
screen or television.
Rehearsal ends. The actors relax. "Gee, I've been spitting all over
my script."
They place a memorial to one of the characters to-day "bumped
off" in the serial, saying wistfully: "It was a nice salary."
IX
America is primarily a country of advertisements. Advertisements
fill the radio programmes with their clamorous exhortations. Doctors
give testimonials for cigarette advertisements; movie stars attest to
the fact that they use a certain face soap, mascara or deodorizer.
Book matches, bearing the names of shops, hotels and restaurants,
accumulate so that the activities of the past week can be traced to
create a sort of match diary. These matches, carried around from
one place to another, are the commercial seeds unwittingly planted
by the person to whom they were given, as birds carry seeds in their
feet picked up from where they last alighted.
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